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“Doctor Silvan, I think we can safely say
you’re about to be one of the most popular men in the world.”
James Silvan continued running the 4-0 vicryl suture,

Silvan’s face. The operating room erupted in a bout of laughter,

monitoring the depth carefully to ensure his bites weren’t

followed by high fives and fist bumps.

too deep.
“Well folks, we’ve done it. We’ve successfully transplanted the
“Well, Rich. Perfusion doesn’t equal performance. We’re not in

first donkey penis onto a man. I’m going to go tell the man’s

the clear just yet.”

wife,” Silvan said as he ripped off his surgical gown and exited
the room.

Rich Santos, the chief urology resident who had been across
the operating table from Dr. Silvan had spent most of the case

He strutted down the hallway; his smile hidden by the mask

patiently waiting. Normally accustomed to Silvan’s hands off

still on his face but evident in his eyes. When he arrived to

approach, he had rarely seen the man operate. Today, he was

the front desk the receptionist looked at him, and gestured a

convinced what he had just seen was nothing less than

thumbs up or down motion. He returned a thumbs up to her.

sorcery.
“Nicely done, room 3.” She told him.
Silvan finished the final suture. He paused and took a minute to
admire his work. Ever since the first successful heart transplant

He knocked on the door while opening it, “Mrs. Bridget?”

using a pig heart had been completed, Silvan knew he wanted

he announced.

to be the man to break the next barrier.
“Dr. Silvan! How did it go?” She stammered.
“Deb, pass me the Trimix.”
“Bridget, it went great.” He responded as she hugged him.
The scrub tech placed it in his hands, unable to break her stare.
Silvan stabbed the needle into the right side of the corporal

“It was relatively complex to remove his native penis,”

body of the shaft and looked up from his magnified vision.

Silvan started. “The trauma he received from the gun shot left
substantial scar tissue around the bed. We were concerned

“Liftoff everyone.”

when we got in, but it was miraculous how untouched the
vessels were. Once we placed the organ and ensured a good

He pushed down on the plunger and applied pressure to the

connection, we closed the incision and I injected a medication

injection site. He began tickling the underside of the shaft.

called Trimix. He was able to achieve a strong erection. They’re

There was no movement. He started applying upward force.

finishing things up and moving him to his room in the post-op
area, but you should be able to see him in about 30 minutes.

“Fuck.” He mumbled to himself, as he bent over inspecting

I’ve got to make a few calls, but I will see you all there. I want

the suture line. Then without notice, and with substantial force

to see his face when he wakes up.”

the man’s new penis engorged, slapping the loupe lenses on
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Bridget erupted in laughter. “Oh, I can only imagine how much

6:30 a.m. like every other day, before his wife or two boys had

he’ll be bragging to his friends, especially while he’s still loopy

even yawned their way down to the kitchen. He walked into his

from the anesthesia” she said. Silvan chuckled, “It might be

three-stall garage, looked at the pick-up truck he drove to

best to take his phone away from him for a couple days.”

work most days, and then glanced in the distance at the baby
blue 1955 Thunderbird convertible with the personalized

They both laughed again and hugged. He exited the room

license plate, “BLUPILL.” He smiled, hung up the keys to the

and glanced at his phone for the first time in seven hours.

pick-up and drove to work with the top down, blaring the only

47 messages, 38 e-mails, 18 missed calls, six voice mails.

CD he had in the disc player, Grateful Dead’s “American

He smiled as he made his way through a series of texts

Beauty” album.

sharing congratulations and eggplant emojis.
When he parked in his spot, he was surprised to see the
He got to the phone number he was looking for and started

more modest Toyota Corolla of his assistant LaShawna was

a call. It was answered on the first ring.

already parked. He usually was able to enjoy about 20 minutes
of quiet on his clinic days before LaShawna made it to the

“James! Success?!” the man on the other end exclaimed.

office, vibrant and energized, telling him about his patients for
the day. He walked in; LaShawna was sitting at the front

“Success, Alan.” He responded calmly.

desk, her eyes baggy from the night before.

“You are the man, James!” Alan Watkins, the editor for Nature

“Dr. Silvan, we need to talk,” she announced”.

Urology responded. “We will have the press release out this
afternoon. I cannot wait to read your op-note.”

“What’s up? Why are you in so early?”

“Thanks, Alan. I’ll make sure to get all of it to you as soon as

“Last night my phone started ringing incessantly after the

possible.”

news broke. I don’t know how, but it seemed like every single
billionaire in the world had their personal assistant find my cell

“I knew you’d be the one. You are about to be a God among

phone and reach out to me. They all want appointments with

men,” Alan said, half laughing as he finished the sentence.

you. Today. Most of them didn’t ask for times, they just said
they would be here.”

“I don’t think my face will be on a Wheaties box, but I’ll give
you an over-under of 3 days before Joe Rogan asks me to be

“Did you not tell them that my schedule is booked out 3

on his podcast.”

months?”

Alan laughed, “I’ll definitely take under! I’ll let you go,

“I did, they wouldn’t listen. They wouldn’t listen!” Her voice

congrats again, James!”

breaking. “They just kept saying they look forward to the
meeting.”

“Thanks, Alan,” James said as he tapped the end call button
on his phone screen. He sat down in the waiting room chair

“Ahhhh, Jesus…” Silvan sighed. “Well, what do we do?”

and let himself relax for the first time in 10 hours. He was in

he asked. Silvan trusted her more than anyone when it came

the big time now.

to making sure he was in the right place at the right time.
He hated arranging his calendar and scheduling and ever since

Calls and texts flooded James Silvan’s phone until he ultimately

LaShawna had taken it over 13 years ago his joy in his job had

put it on “Do Not Disturb” at 7:30 p.m. to enjoy dinner with his

grown substantially.

family. He woke up the next morning and spent several hours
cleaning up the mess that he had neglected from the night

“I already started calling and messaging your patients for

before, nursing a mild headache from the third Mint Julep his

today. I told them that with the big news yesterday you had

wife had convinced him he deserved because, “It’s a night of

media obligations that would be breaking into your schedule.

celebration, honey!”

They were frustrated but understood—those that have gotten
back to me at least at 6:30 in the morning!” She said with her

He poured his second cup of coffee and was out the door at
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deep breath, “Your first patient is arriving at 7 a.m.” she said.

them that this is a three-story building, and the nearest

39

Helipad is at the hospital you operate at down the road.
“LaShawna, I don’t start seeing patients until 8:30 a.m.”

From what I’ve gathered, your parking lot is about to be
filled with Lamborghinis, Rolls Royces, Land Rovers,

“That’s what I told them, then they thanked me and hung up

and Ferraris.”

the phone.”
“Very inconspicuous,” Silvan mumbled as he walked away.
Silvan stared at her, becoming frustrated at how quickly

He dropped his bag in the chair immediately to the right of

he was losing control of his day. He sighed, “Who is my first

his office door. He fired up the computer and scrolled to his

patient?”

appointment tabs. It was a who’s who list of power and
money. Every single reason for visit was the same,

“Scott Jorgenson.”

“Transplant Consult.” Despite the 7 a.m. time being
booked, there were no records or information.

“What? The second richest man in the world Scott
Jorgenson?!”

“LaShawna!” Silvan yelled from behind his computer.
“Do we have records?”

“Yes.”
“Every single one of them wants paper charting.
“The one who has been building personalized rockets to

They said they’ll bring documents in hand.”

space?!”
“God damnit…” Silvan said as he buried his eyes into his
“Yes.”

hands. He grabbed a piece of blank paper from his printer
and put it onto a clipboard with the words, “Myrbetriq:

“He’s arriving at 7 a.m.?!”

Regain control of your bladder and your life!” printed on the
top. He walked out his office and turned left into a large burly

“Yes, his assistant informed me just before you walked in

man in a full suit. His shaved head reflecting the light of the

that his driver will be parking the Bentley at 6:53 a.m.

hallway.

and he will enter the back door. He will be in room 4.”
“Dr. Silvan, Mr. Jorgenson is ready for you,” The man
“What? How does he know our office?”

announced.

“That’s what I was thinking, then I realized all our utilities and

Silvan stared at the man dumbfounded. The man turned

security system operate on the Herculean platform. We had

around and began walking towards the room. Silvan followed

to upload floor plans when we signed up for it. He owns that

him as the man opened the door.

along with half of the internet it feels like so probably he just
had someone look it up.”

“Dr. Silvan, it’s a pleasure to meet you. May I call you
James?” Scott Jorgenson announced as he entered the

“Oh my God…” Silvan said, shaking his head he looked down

room. “I’ve brought my personal physician, Sam Martin to

at his watch. 6:52 a.m. “Well, I guess I’ll go drop my stuff off.”

help fill in some of the gaps and aid our discussion.”

He picked up his messenger bag he had set on the floor.
“What does the rest of my morning look like?”

“Good morning, Mr. Jorgen—”

“I’m glad you asked,” she said smiling for the first time that

“Please call me, Scott,” he interrupted.

morning as she grabbed a series of six post-it notes that were
all stuck together. “I’ll hit the ones I found interesting.

He paused. “Good morning, Scott. It was a surprise to see

There will be a Russian Oligarch arriving a little later, one of

you on my schedule this morning. May I ask what brings

the Saudi Princes, a high-ranking Chinese Communist party

you in today?”

member, and a Telecomm tycoon from South America. Many
of them asked whether we had a helipad, and I had to tell

https://digitalcommons.unmc.edu/artofmed/vol1/iss1/15
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produced a manilla folder from his briefcase and passed

Scott chuckled. “I assure you we’ve considered all of this.

it over to Dr. Silvan. “As you can imagine, we like many of

We’ve been experimenting with tissue growth mediums and

the scientific community were very excited about your

have had excellent results in growing skin grafts with modest

accomplishment yesterday. Xenotransplantation of a donkey

quantities of skin. I was thinking that we could harvest an

penis is something many of us men had joked about as being

epidermal layer from my thighs around the time of the first

the dream, but you made it a reality.” He chuckled, waiting

surgery.”

40

for Silvan to speak.
“What type of lab is going to have that facility available and
“Well, thanks Scott.”

have trained staff though? How is that going to be covered?”

“Of course,” he responded, steering ahead. “I am curious

“We have a special surgical center that we’ve built in Montana.

about xenotransplantation of a stallion penis,” he motioned

It’s located on my Dude ranch out there in the most beautiful

to Silvan to open the manilla folder. A large black stallion with

20,000 acres of Montana wilderness. We have a landing strip

the name, “Pink Torpedo” labeled in 36-point font shown on

and helicopter pad to ensure that we can get you from here

the page. “This is my prize racehorse, James. I’ve already

in Seattle to there without issue. There is a beautiful guest

had Sam run tests to ensure I would be optimized for surgery

cottage there that you and your family are more than welcome

and to prepare my treatment and immunosuppression

to stay at. We’ve already located several tutors that would be

regimen. I would like to schedule the surgery, but only

able to cover your child’s education. Do you have any other

after we can ensure success in a few more men. I’ve already

questions that might be looming or points that you think we

found three men that are willing to undergo the surgery.

might not have covered?” Scott Jorgenson asked as he stood

Sam has also approved their health records. I will cover the

up, Dr. Sam Martin followed in tandem.

costs of the three men’s procedures. My assistant spoke
with yours yesterday, but I wanted to ensure we could have

“Well, I should perform a physical exam,” he said.

an optimal timeline. How is your schedule next week?”
They both laughed. “That will not be necessary, James.
Silvan sat in his chair processing the information he had just

The exam can be performed at the time of the surgery. I can

received. He glanced at the horse.

ensure Mr. Jorgenson has an excellent and normal phallus
with substantial length and good perfusion.” Dr. Sam Martin

“Mr. Jorg-er, Scott. If it’s alright I just have a few questions

spoke for the first time, as Scott Jorgenson smiled at him.

I would like to clarify.”
“It was a pleasure meeting you, James. I look forward to this!”
“Certainly, James. I believe we have about six minutes

They exited the room and James Silvan was left in his chair,

remaining.”

staring down at a 3” by 5” picture of a stallion with a fully erect
penis. He closed the folder and walked out of the exam room.

“Why a stallion?”
Scott Jorgenson laughed. “Well, why not, James? Money has
brought me substantial satisfaction in many capacities.
Why should I not let it grant me the largest penis in the
world? You see Pink Torpedo is not only a prize-winning

He had a feeling
today would be a
very long day.

racehorse, but he also has one of the largest penises in
the entire equine population, measuring at 26 inches. I’ve had
several veterinarians verify this.”
“Scott, I understand your enthusiasm. But I’m not certain
I can guarantee successful results. The average donkey penis is
about 11-15 inches. That is a much smaller volume to perfuse.
Not to mention the skin grafting that would be require to not
make it look like a Frankenpenis.”
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